OE VENTED SD" 


H Y M N 


rr ae r r 


 TnxxnEx is among the fragments of the Greek poets a 
ſhort hymn to Health, in which her power of exalting 
the happineſs of. life, of heightening the gifts of fortune, 
and adding enjoyment to poſſeſſion, is inculcated with ſo 
much force and beauty, that no one, atleaſt no one who 
has ever languiſhed under the diſcomforts and infirmities 
of a lingering diſeaſe, can read it without feeling the ima- 
ges dance in his heart, and adding from his own experi- 
ence new vigour to the wiſh, and from his own imagina- 
tion, new colours to the picture. 
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Ty, eee Maxapur, 
Merd 02 vaio 
To AuTouevoy Biordg. 
To of pros Ted@pwr Cuvorxes Hinge 
EI ap rig wAzTs T rtl, 
Tac kde Y avIpuros 
BaciAnidos apyas, 1 Tovuv, 
Ode xpupiots *Appodirns &pxyciy Inpevoraey, 
H kb rig d Hef avIpuros Tiplis, 
H Tovuy apmvoc r ννö,ẽ 
Merd gels paxaige Tie, 
Tegne xd vr, Xa Ad I “,h tap 


Dede d Xwpis, 80ers ivd, v. 


F this Hymn, ſuch as it is, we are indebted to the 

induſtry of Athenæus, a'Complier, who had the Gift 
of remembering all thatothers forgot. How far this poem 
may be entitled to the praiſe beſtowed upon it by Johnſon, 
the Engliſh Reader will be enabled to judge from the ſol- 
lowing tranſlation: ſhoud it ſet che images the Doctor 
ſpeaks of a dancing in his heart, he muſt be of alivelier 


complexion than I am. 


„Health, moſt venerable of the Powers of Heaven! with 
« thee may the remaining part of my life be ſpent ; nor do 
« thou refuſe to cohabit with me. For whatever is of | 
® beauty or of pleaſure in Wealth, in Deſcendants, in ſove- 
* reign Command, the higheſt ſummit of human enjoyment; 
« or in thoſe objects of Deſire which we endeavour to chace 
« into the toils of Love; whatever Delight, or whatever 
* Solace is afforded by the Celeſtials for the relief of the 
« fatigues of Man; in thy preſence, thou Parent of hap- 
pineſs, Joys /pread out and flouriſh; in thy preſence 


© blooms the Spring of Pleaſure, and without thee no 
man 1s bleſt. 
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joco— Did not Locke prefer Blackmore to Milton; and 


tinction; ſome unneceſſarily repeated, others obſcurely 


UIßeeir painapuy———Moſt bleſt among the bleſſed. — 
Let it be a pre- eminence of any kind to the excluſion of 
— Moſt venerable, ill ſuiting a Goddeſs, who claims with 
Venus ſuch an ; Addreſs as this— 

— Hominum Divumque Voluptas, 


Alma 


Dalight of Heay' n and Earth, 
Lovelieſt- 


Had Johnſon united to his powerful underſtanding and 
extenſive Erudition, a true Taſte, he had been the Ari- 
Notle of the moderns. Nature has drawn a broad Line 
between taſte and judgment ; and ſeems to delight in be- 
Dowing theſe advantages with a capricious hand—ſzvo cum 


was not F lorus, the greateſt Coxcomb among Writers, the 
favourite with Monteſquieu ? 


The images. or rather, the ciredtaftances in the Poem 
before us are crowded on one another without taſte or diſ. 


expreſſed. Why then, it will be aſked, have you choſen 
it for the object of your imitation? 1 anſwer the Out-line 
pleaſed me though the Finiſhing did not : in ſhort I thought 
I coud improve it, 


HYMN To HEALTH. 


IRST-BORN of Heaven, for without thee, 


Bleſs'd Health, the Gods chemfelves woud be 
Oppreſs'd by immortality. 


Come then thou beſt of bleſſings come, 
And make my humble roof thy home; 
Propitious come, and ſhed a Tay 

Of gladneſs on my ſetting Day. 

For if there be in wealth a charm, 

If joys the Parent's boſom warm, 
Whate'er the good, to thee tis giv'n * 
To perfect every boon of Heav'n. 

If Diadems the fancy pleaſe, 

Thy hand muſt make them ſit with eaſe: 

Loſt without thee were Cupid's wiles, 

And Venus owes thee half her ſmiles. 

Whate'er we hope, whate'er endure, 

Thou giv'ſt th' enjoyment, or the cure; 

Where'er thou ſpread'ſt thy balmy wing, 

Ills vaniſh, blooming pleaſures ſpring; 


All wiſhes meet in thee alone, 


For Happineſs and Health are one. 
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So that Gallic, or Gothic, to follow this plan, 


It is pleaſant enough Did I ſay ? *tis divine 


5 Miſs A. to Miſs D. 


Hey I pity the Vulgar, mut out from the Ton, 
Who can write and converſe in no tongue but their own ; 


By the Ton, I mean thoſe, who, comme vous et moi, 


| Ont un gout decide pour le Fene ſcai quoi: 


Cet objet fuijant, cette delicateſſe, 

Which our barbarous language wants th'art to expreſs : 

Our Language, I hate it, admits no ſuſpence, 

Sans detour, et fans grace, goes direct to the Senſe 7 

But the French, au contraire, is ſo happily wrought, | | 
That we're charm'd with the Phraſe, while we doubt of the Thought: ö 
J have read, and it well may be ſo, that we meet | 


In each Language the ſtamp of the national wit 
Will apply juſt alike to the phraſe and the man, 


To ſee John in his Airs, when he wiſhes to ſhine ; 
He advances, he bows —how he points out a leg, 
With his head as erett as if fix'd on a peg 3 


Now the Compliment—O ſo embarraſs'd, ſo queer, 


Whilſt he doubts how to praiſe, 'thas th effect of a ſneer, 
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3 Not ſole Galant eleve a Paris 


De bon air, degage, bar les Graces conduit 


He approaches, ſecure in the power to pleaſe, 


All he ſays, all he does, ſays and does with ſuch eaſe, 


| Though perhaps he thinks more of himſelf chan of _ 


His expreſſion's ſo neat, and the manner fo new, 


n; That your heart, quite content with the joy it receives, 
Eft d'accord he ſhould ſhare in the pleaſure he gives. 
| But, le bon ſens Anglois is diſtinftive—what fluff! 
On je joue poliment de l efprit philoſophe ; = 


They who grant it to us know *tis nothing but flegm, 
1 And are very well pleas'd we deny it to them. 
ot th! extremes, I declare for a French Etourd, 
| | I eft fou, dira ton Il m' amuſe—ſufiit ; 
ght: e What a ſpirited Rattle! il eft toujours dans Þ air, 
W Tis the flight ofa ſwallow, up, down, here and there, 
Now he ſkims o'er the ſurface, now dips at a fly, 
Now he wings him aloft, and is loſt in the ſky. 
To conclude, for I ſee we ſhall never have done, 
Should I ſuffer my Muſe at her pleaſure to run— 
Mais, helas, ma chere D, I've a ching to diſcloſe, 
Though I dote on this language, can ſpeak it, compoſe, 
Yet I never coud get the right twang thro” the noſe. 


In the hope that at laſt I may bring this to paſs, 


Pour U amour du francois ſouffre que Fe t'embraſſe, 
POSTSCRIPT, 
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POSTSCRIPT, 


* me beg you to quit, in your anſwer to mine, 
Our heroic, of ſyllables ten to a line. 

For, the French, as you know, employ twelve Do but try, , 

And you'll find that you'll write them as freely as J. 

What will pleaſe you, this Verſe comes as eaſy as proſe ; 

And the thought of itſelf finds a chime in the cloſe, 

And *tis much to my taſte that the Rhyme ſhoud appear 

The reſult of the ſenſe, not, the choice of the Ear— 


But, however you write, or whatever you do, 


Be aſſured my ſweet Friend, que Fe ſuis toute d vous. 


